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BEAN SKILLET LAST NIGHT 


Lordy, Lordy, here I be standinin' in the hallway bloated 
out like a Grouper, whilst Aunt Bee sits on the toilet with 
the Hershey squirts. Ever' oncet an awhile she calls out 
"Oh, My!" an by then I reckon she lets fly with another 
brown bowl. Evertime Anj lets loose with a new fart it's 
like New Jersey in the springtime, only louder. Ope's sick 
to bed and Gome and Barn be home with it too. Why, oh why 
dear Lord did we let that man cook for the church picnic?? 
What were we thinkin' of, some complete stranger come to 
town, a reekin's like Otis and babblin' on like him, too, 
now that I think back on it, might've been his suit, shinin' 
and smellin' just like a mess of them vienner sausages, 

an' when I got up close enough to tell, thats just what they 
were, too. Fellar had nothing on his back but a big o1' bag 
of dried beans, a slab of side pork and a big ol' black 
skillet swinging from the bandana he had wrapped loose around 
his forehead. Dang thing swang back and forth in front of 
his face like a overgrown clock pendulum, ‘cept this skillet 
was black, like I said, not brass or bronze, with a thick 
mossy green coat of something all over it. He set up in the 
park, lordin' over the stand-up grill by the shelter house, 
swingin' his skillet way up over his head and brayin' at the 
sky like a donkey; had half the town gathered around him in- 
stead of the preacher, who was mumblin' evenin' vespers 

off to the side of the man cookin' them beans. Was hard to 
tell if the beans were more fragrant than his suit, but never- 
the-less purty soon everyone's linin' up with a plate to get 
a taste. Floyd said he'd been special-hired for the occasion 
and it sure did look that way till about an hour after supper 
Anj was leadin' sing-around with his geetar an' kep a rythmn 
goin' by leanin' over an' lettin' loose with a resoundin' 
“Phfffft!" "Phfft" "phffrft!" "“Phrapp" an' then he couldn' 
stop and walked on home thata way, all red-faced like. Talk 
is Helen's taken up with Goob for good over it, beins like 
herself, he's never had a taste for beans. And that was the 
tip off, when Anj up and left noone could figure who else 
woulda hired the bean man, particulr now that the smell of 
his suit over that open fire kept everyone without ten feet 
of him, ceptin most the dogs in town, that is, and most of 
the flies I reckon. Most folks ambled on home, propelled 

by their own gastropropulsion, an' last I seen the man was 
shufflin' on down the road south of town, suit makin' watery 
sounds and shinin' points of light from the sunset, skillet 
swayin' back an forth, his dry bean load a little lighter, 
with a broad greasy smile across his face. Floyd says he's 
headed for Texas, but for me and most folks around these 
parts, God-fearin' good ol' meat-eatin' folks, that ain't 
nearly far enough. 
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GEE BARN.. I'VE GOT Your 
OTHER BuLLET IN HERE 
SOMEWHERE .. 
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